It\'s Business Time! 


Author: butterworths 
Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jan 04 2009 04:07:51 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


H\'s Business Time! 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first attempt at a Megadeth fic. | don\'t know if anyone on this board is familier with the HBO 
series \Flight of the Chonchords\: but | based this on one of that groups songs: \Business Time.\' It\'s meant 
to be taken quite litely. Here\'s a link to them performing this song on the show (just copy and paste it into 
your browser): http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wNOoDnoc3-c . The story may be a bit funnier if you 
imagine that song in the background. 


Apologies to Bret and Jermaine for ripping them off. ;) 


Tonight's the night. 


Yeah, it's Thursday night and we both know what that means. That's right Junior, you know damn well what it 


means. 


| can see you over there, sorting the recycling.. 


You little tease. 

Yeah, Baby, work those aluminium cans, separate the plastics, you know that's how | like it. 

We both know what's going to happen. Because its Thursday and Thursday is the night we have sex. No! We 
don't just have sex on Thursdays, we make sweet passionate love. Sure, there are other days of the week 
when we have sex, like on Saturday mornings if you don't feel too stressed or on Mondays after lunch with 


your mother, but Thursdays are special. 


On Thursdays the planets align.sexily. On Tuesdays we have band meetings and on Wednesdays you're usually 


tired after a session with your personal trainer. But on Thursdays..oh yeah, you're all mine. 


| waltz over to the dishwasher and put my dishes away. It's all part of the foreplay, sweet one. | make sure | 


brush past you on the way, bumping you as you work last week's newspapers. 
‘Sorry, Babe," | say, blowing just a little in your ear. 
You grunt in reply, "S'Ok, just take this out when you're done." 


You drop the garbage bags at my feet. Ooh yeah, make me your slave, Junior. You know | love it when you 


take control. 


| do just as you tell me and come back to find you already in the living room. Whoa, don't move so fast, my 


little tiger cub, the chase is half the fun. 

You've turned on the TV, you're flicking through the channels. | sit down real close to you and put my arm 
around you. You pat my knee and we watch about 20 minutes of a documentary about the history of 
colonisation in Sub-Saharan Africa. 

Then you turn to me and your lovely mouth opens and you say something really sexy like: 

"There's nothing on telly tonight, I'm going to bed” 

Oh yeah, now we're talking. | know what you really mean, 

| say something really sexy back like: 


"Yeah, I've gotta be up early tomorrow anyway." 


We both head upstairs. | let you go first because | like to watch your ass go up the stairs. | give it a little pat 
and you act all coy, brushing my hand away and saying "Get off Dave!" 


We're in the bathroom, brushing our teeth. More foreplay. | give you my best sexy look in the mirror. The 


effect is lost slightly because | have tooth paste foam all over my mouth but | know you get it, I'm sort of 
rabid and alluring at the same time. 


Then we're the bedroom, or Love Central as | call it. You're wearing that old tour shirt from the ‘89 tour, the 
one with the big hole under the armpit and the chocolate stains. I'm still in my jeans but that's about to 
change. When | take them off they get caught on my ankles and | start to trip. But don't worry, | use this 
ungraceful moment to my advantage, and | turn the trip into a sensual little dance for you. 

You're playing with your laptop but I'm sure you noticed. 

| slip under the covers, snuggling over to you. | give your elbow a little nibble to get things going. 

"What you doing there, Baby?" | ask you, making my voice all husky and low. 

‘Im just finishing off the shopping list for tomorrow. Do you remember if we need hand soap?" 


| don't know but | tell you to put it down anyway, you can never have too much hand soap. 


After a few more items you yawn and close down the computer. Here we go, sweet thing, time to ride the 


love rollercoaster with the General. 
Then you get under the covers and your hand is ghosting up my thigh. We cuddle for a while, | know you like 
that. We hug and kiss and | tell you how nice your new haircut is. Yeah, | noticed, and you only had to remind 


me twice! 


You're feeling all pretty after that and you smile up at me before burrowing under the covers and giving me a 
good old fashioned blow job. Nothing wrong with a classic. 


Oh God, you're so good at that. You're so good you should get paid for doing that 

Uh oh. Did | say that out loud? Maybe | did because you're looking at me a bit funny from under the sheets. 
Its cool though, because | am ready to rock 

You know what time it is, Junior? Yeah you do, because you've already got the lube. | get you good and ready, 
| don't want my Baby sore in the morning. You have shopping to do and tm going to need you to pick up my 


dry cleaning and there's some other errands we need to run 


Then | lie back against the pillows and | let you get on top of me. Fuck, fuck, FUCK! That's good when you do 
that, when you slide onto me slowly and twist your hips like that. 


| grab your hips and we rock back and forth. | pull you down so our chests are pressed together, so your cock 


is trapped between our bodies. 


Ah! Fuck, Junior! Fuck, yes. Arg, fuck, shit, YES YES YESI! 

Whew, that was good. 

Ok, so it wasn't the marathon sessions we used to put in together but you came, | came, everyone's happy. 
You give me one of those sweet little smiles after you finish licking your cum off my stomach. 

As you snuggle close and pull my arm around your waist, you say something really sexy like: 

"Don't forget you promised my Mom you'd install her new storm windows this week" 

| grunt back, I'm pretty sleepy now. 

"Love you Dave." 


‘Love you Junior. G'Night 


